ADVENT

CHAPTER  ONE

You notice landmarks only when they are far behind you; that is
a well-known fact. So it was that my whole life in Paris, including
the ordinary day-to-day events, appeared in retrospect to be
concentrated in the essence of the evening of the 9th May, 1940.
Dodo and I were walking up the rue Norvins. It was a pleasant
spring evening, with a large amount of softness in the air; the air
was taking on Utrillo's special colour. The narrow street was full
of traffic; not peace-time traffic, but traffic all the same. "Careful,"
I said as my friend jumped up on the narrow slip of pavement. Two
taxis went past us. Then there was no furl her need for caution.

The Place du Tertre opened up square in front of us, full of spring
trees, spring tables and chairs, and spring umbrellas. The sounds of
music came from the square's many restaurants: from the Merc
Catherine, the Cadet dc Gascogne, the Vicillc Marie cle Montmartre, and,
most noisily, from the Choppc du Tcrtrc, on my left, and further up,
from the Boheme facing S^it-Pierrc dc Montmartre, that fine old
church, the grand atonement for that tasteless conglomeration of
white stones and cupolas, the Sacre-Cceur. Hach one of those bands
seemed to be inspired by the same idea; at any rate, thoy poured out
the same tune. One band was a bit ahead, another a bit behind, a
third just in the middle as it should be; nevertheless, they all
reiterated, ulc jour ct la nuit, fattcndrai totijours ton retour"

My flat was in the only modern house of the Place du Tertre,
Numero 13. A lucky thing I wasn't superstitious. I don't exactly
know why I came to live, on the Butte, that extraordinary village-like
isle on the top of Montmartre, the frontiers of which arc the rue clcs
Abbesses and the rue Caulaincourt. Though the Butte is very much
Paris, yet you feel you have crossed a frontier if you come up from
the Place Pigalle. I didn't live there because the Moulin dc la Galctte
was a product of the twelfth century; nor because Picasso lived at
the Poirier when he wasn't yet Picasso, I just found the Place du
Tertre and the Place du Tertre found me.

I wasn't going home, 1 stopped outside the Merc Catherine, where
the Patroiulle were sitting. The Tatrouillc consisted of some brainy
and talented natives of the Butte. By natives it should bo understood
I mean men who had lived there at least five years. For good con-
versation and gallons of vin rose they were priceless company. I sat
down.
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